122                F.     THE  SIMPLON.

(I trace continually the  tacit reference in my
Cumberland-built soul to moorish Skiddaw and
far-sweeping Saddleback as the proper types of
majestic form); and I went down to Visp again
next day without lamentation: my mother, sixty-
three on next 2nd September, walking with me
the ten miles from St. Nicholas to Visp as lightly
as a girl.    And  the old people went back to
Brieg with me, that I might climb the Bell Alp
(then unknown), whence I  drew the panorama
of the Simplon and Bernese range, now in Walk-
ley Museum.    But the more I got, the more I
asked.     After    drawing   the   Weisshorn    and
Aletsch-horn, I wanted to see the Aiguille Verte
again, and was given another fortnight for Cha-
mouni; the old people staying at the Trois Cou-
ronnes of Vevay,    I spent the days usefully, go-
ing first up to the base of the Aiguille d'Argen-
tiere, which commands the glorious white ocean
of the Tours glacier below, and, opposite, the
four precipices of the Aiguille Verte on its north-
east flank; and that day, 27th July, we saw a
iierd of more than thirty chamois on the Argen-
tiere.    " Pour les voir, faut aller ou ils  sont,"
said Couttet; and he might have added, where
other living things are not; for, whether by shep-
herd or traveller, the snows round the Aiguilles
of Chardonnet and Argentiere are the least trod-
den of all the Mont Blanc fields.    The herd was